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Lonely Bill
Sarah Poole
“Oh shit, am I on a date?” 
I pondered this question carefully as I sat at Applebee’s 
overlooking Highway 93 across from the Super Walmart on the 
outskirts of  Missoula. A man named Bill had brought me here. He 
was in his late sixties, early seventies, tall, lean, a bald head he covered 
with a baseball cap, long white beard, and wire-rimmed glasses. He 
wore a plain white t-shirt tucked into his Levi’s along with a black 
motorcycle jacket. He was a regular at the bakery I worked at and 
had asked me out for a cup of  coffee to discuss literature. Naive 
as I was, I didn’t realize it wasn’t his intention to have a friendly 
conversation discussing the finer points of  Nabokov’s Lolita, but 
rather a desperate attempt at a romantic evening.
“I know a place that has great coffee,” said Bill. 
“Okay,” I said, hesitantly. 
I originally thought I wouldn’t be leaving the bakery, and then 
I found myself  here, the unfamiliar, at the neighborhood grill and 
bar. I felt as anyone would after eating one of  its sizzling platters, 
nervous and uncomfortable.
“Well, while we’re here would you like to get some dinner?” 
Bill asked.
“Hmm, just coffee for me, thanks.” I had already eaten 
dinner not thinking I would be having some signature “juicy,” 
“mouthwatering,” “piled high” whatever.
“Please, have something else. It’s my treat,” Bill said with one 
calm, urgent hand gesture as he pointed to the menu. 
I flipped through the storybook-sized menu. I decided, if  this 
was a date, I’d better order dessert. Bill ordered dessert too, a 
brownie explosion of  some sort.
As I sat drinking my third cup of  coffee, swirling my fork 
through the boiling cream cheese that burnt my brownie to the 
pan, Bill told me about his mother. How sweet she was to him, 
her only child. He would visit her daily, preparing her dinner every 
evening, taking care of  her until she died a few years ago. 
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“She went peacefully,” he said with a sincere smile. 
“Are you guys having fun?” asked the seventeen-year 
old serving us, interrupting Bill. “Those desserts sure look 
scrumdidiliumptous!” 
“Mmmm, indeed!” I said. This kid was headed towards upper 
management for sure.
Bill continued telling me his life story as I dumped more sugar 
and cream into my coffee. He told me how he stopped leaving 
his apartment other than for his daily small talk at the bakery. He 
worked maintenance at the apartment building he lived in across 
the street from the bakery, and therefore, never had much desire 
to leave the two blocks his world consisted of. Besides fixing water 
leaks or repainting the inside of  apartments, Bill had adopted some 
pigeons that he provided birdseed and water for on the rooftop. 
He was genuine in telling me about his pet pigeons. How gentle 
and beautiful they really are. I chewed on my brownie.
I listened, glancing around the dim room, trying to hide my 
bewilderment, nodding and smiling back. There must have 
been a dozen teenagers serving a dozen people here: the stoned 
college students, a family of  four that didn’t speak but stared up 
at the television screen, the sad married couple with the husband 
affectionately chewing his steak while the wife held back tears, the 
older couple, the woman who had left before the check was paid 
for, the two divorcees drinking away their sorrows, and then there 
was the lonely widow, waiting.
I finally told Bill that it was time for me to be heading back. 
He acted surprised, as if  the date was only just getting started. I 
climbed into his car, hoping he wouldn’t start driving towards Lolo, 
and he didn’t. Ten minutes later, he dropped me back off  at the 
bakery where we had met earlier that evening.  
“Have a good night Bill, thanks for the coffee and dessert,” I 
said with relief.  
“See you tomorrow!” Bill said, with enthusiasm that left as 
soon as his car pulled away and headed down the block.
